CHAPTER XXXVI
Pauline Flirts to Gain Time for Her Brother
AFTER they climbed the cliffs, they paused on
the terrace to watch the spars go down under
the blue, then retired to pray that all might
go well with him, and that Sir Neil, the British commis-
sioner, who had been decoyed away from Portoferraio,
might not return. The next afternoon Pauline heard the
angry ring of spurs on the stones and turned to see Sir
Neil, quite out of breath and very much flustered.
As though there were nothing at all in the wind, Pau-
line led the way into the yellow salon her brother had
vacated. He began to put questions to her about that
brother. She apologized for his absence, hinted his im-
minent return, then patted the vacant place on the faded
brocade of the wheezy sofa with a most seductive invi-
tation. Angrily he shook his head, but, since he did not
want to use force on a pretty woman, sat down in one of
the fiddle-backed chairs, trying to conduct his inquisi-
tion with the high-and-mighty courtesy that became a
British officer: Where had her brother gone? Did she
know that if he had left the island, he had violated his
oath? That she herself would be jailed? But had he gone?
The more he questioned the more teasingly she laughed,
and the redder he grew. Now she could scarcely conceal
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